"Come alongs, Jenny/9 he said again. Miss Jenny
stood motionless -for a moment^ In her black silk dress
and her black bonnet set squarely on her head, staring
at him with her piercing old eyes that saw so much and
so truly. Then she walked steadily to the door and
stepped into the street and waited until he joined her?
and her hand was steady too as she took the folded
paper he offered. MISSISSIPPI AVIATOR it said in discreet
capitals,, and she returned It to him Immediately and
from her waist she took a small sheer handkerchief and
wiped her fingers lightly,

"I don?t have to read it," she said, "They never get
Into the papers but one way. And I know that he was
somewhere he had no business beingf doing something
that wasn9t any affair of his.59

"Yes/5 Dr. Peabody said. He followed her to the
carriage and put his hands clumsily on her as she
mounted.

"Don5t paw me, Loosh/9 she snapped; "I'm not a
cripple.39 But he supported her elbow with his hugef
gentle hand until she was seated; then he stood with his
hat off while Simon laid the linen robe across her knees.

"Here," he said, extending her the silver dollar. She
returned it to her bag and clicked It shut and wiped her
fingers again on her handkerchief.

"Well/9 she said. Then: "Thank God that's the last
one. For a while, anyway. Home9 Simon."

Simon sat magnificently ? but under the occasion he
unbent a little. "When you gwine come out en see de
young marster, Doctuh?"

"Soon? Simon/9 he answered, and Simon clucked to
the horses and wheeled away with a flourish, his hat
tilted and the whip caught smartly back. Dr. Peabody
stood In the street, a shapeless hogshead of a man in a
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